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" Make a note of that, Podd," said M'Whizzle, in
a displeased whisper. " Here's fourpence. Take him
to the door and hand it to him. . . . Your tidings,
O Hadji/' he continued, in a louder key, " are not of
such a nature to give us satisfaction. But pursue
your searchings, I entreat, and visit me again. Mean-
while take this purse from my purse-bearer and depart
in safety."
He acknowledged the stout Malay's salute with
gravity, and, taking no notice of a slight sound of
scuffling and a personal remark or two coming from
the region of the door as the purse was handed over,
took up the tablet and wrote a sentence on it in
shorthand.
When Archibald came back, smiling excitedly and
looking rather flushed, he spoke to him again in Dyak,
and with an air of indecision picked up the palm-leaf
cigarette, put it down again, and turned to an ordinary
Virginian.
" Summon the Jat horseman, Binga Da," he said.
This having been done, Archibald found himself
obliged to use the remainder of the eau de cologne.
The conversation was, irritatingly enough, conducted
entirely in Urdu. But Urdu was not necessary to
appreciate that here was a man thoroughly in touch
with the stable. He wore a ragged smock of un-
bleached linen, his feet were naked, his long hair
unkempt, and legs covered with ill-fastened soiled
, linen putties,
__ There was a sharp altercation between him and
M'Whizzle in Urdu, which Archibald listened to,
slightly scared. Evidently what the man said was